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THE HERETIC.

PROLOGUL

“ W¥ith €l Lleasing of God, rejoice und hafl, sur pood Locd and Son, Grest
Frines Dnltrll Deimoviceh, of all Bussia . . . o muny yoors ! '— W orde of the
Frimate af the eevemany af the Coronetion uf Duwiteis Tedzoviteh, grandzas af
Trdian TIL, a5 Gireat Pringe,

Ir was the 27th of Oetober 1505,  As if for the
coronation of a Tear, Moszeow waz decorated and
adomed. The Cathedral of the Assumption, the
Church of the Amnuneciation, the Stone Palace, the
Tower Palace, the Kreml with itz towers, 1 mul-
titude of stone churclies and houses scattered over
the city—all this, just come out of the hands of
skilful architects, bore the stamp of freshness and
newness, as if it had risen up in one day by an
almighty will. Tu reality, all thiz had been created
in a short time by the genius of Indnn ITI. A
person who, thirty years back, had left Moscow,
poor, insignificant, resembling a large village, sur-
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rounded by hamlets, would not have recognized i,
had he seen it now; so soon had all Russia arisen
at the single manly call of this great genius.  Tak-
ing the colossal infant under his princely guardian-
ship, he had torn off its swaddling bands, and not by
years, but by hours, he reared it to a giant vigour.
Nivgorod and Pskoff, which had never vailed their
bormet to mortal man, bad yvet doffed it to him, and
had even brought him the tribute of liberty and
gold: the yoke of the Khans had been cast off, and
hurled beyond the frontiers of the Russian land;
Kazdn, though she had taken covert from the
mighty hunter, yot had taken covert like the she-
wolf that has no earth—her territortes had melted
away, and were united into cne immense appanage;
and the ruler who created all this was the first
Russian sovereign whe realized the idea of a Tsar.

Nevertheless, on the 27th of Oectober 1505, the
Moscow which be had thus adorned was preparing
for a spectacle not joyful but melancholy, Todun,
enfeebled in mind and body, lay upon his death-bed.
He had forgotten his great exploits ; he remembered
only his sing, and repented of them.

It was towards the evening-tide. In the churches
gleamed the lenely lamps; through the mica and blad-
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der panes of the windows glimmered the fires, kindled
in their houses by faith or by necessity. DBuf nowhere
wag it popular love which had lighted them; for the
people did not comprehend the services of the great
man, and loved him not for his nnovations. At
one corner of the prison, the Black Izha.* but later
than the other houses, was llumined by a weak and
flickering light. On the bladder, which was the
substitute for rlase in the windew, the iron grating,
with its spikes, threw a net-like shadow, which was
only relieved hy a speck, at one moment glittering
likie 2 spark. at another emitting a whirling stream
of vapour. It was evident that the prisener had
made this opening in the bladdey, in order, unper-
ecived by his guards, to look forth npon the light of
heaven.

This was part of the prizon, and in if even now was
pining o youthful captive. Ile sgeemed not more than
twenty. So voung! What early transgression eould
have brought him here? Tromn his face vou would

* Izhi—properly o eottyre Built of logs Inid horizontally on
one guother, but aneiently eroploved, Fenerslly, o the sense of
# honze,” o Bluek Tebien dwelling of the meanest kind; 2o
ealled from the absence of a chbmoey rendering the walls black
with smoke—T, B. 8,



